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He dwelis in eternal night— but the blackness is filled with sounds and scents, tastes and 
textures ether men eannot perceive. For though attorney MATT MURDOCK is blind, his 
other four senses function with superhuman. sharpness—his uncanny radar sense guides him 
over every Obstacle! He staiks the streets by night, a'relentless red-garbed foe of evil! 


Slane LOAM RSL OLEWUL THE MAN WITHOUT FEAR". 


BLL ANTEC SAE SUSCEMA | KLAUS JANSON | KARENMANTLO\ MARV WOLFMAN 
GUEST WRITER LAYOUTS FINIGHED ART +COLORS LETTERS EDITOR 


ANC ON THAT FOLLY 
LITLE NCTE. 
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VY WELL, THERE'S NOT \ 
MUCH MORE T CAN 


HOLE ON A MOMENT! 
I WAS JUST ABOUT 


THIS THING 
(6 BURNING 
. me! 


/--ONE OF YOUR OLD FOES-- 
THE GLADIATOR-- ESCAPED 
FROM A FLORIDA JAIL A 

FEW HOURS AGO! 


YEAH. I 
THOUGHT YOU'O BE 
IWTERESTED! 


WNTERESTED | (5 SORT 
OF AN UVOER-STATEMENT, 
FRIEND! THE GLADIATOR 
ALMOST KILLED ME THE 
CAST TIME WE MET-~_) 


--AAND (F THE GLADIATOR'S 
GOT ANY SENSE ATALZ 
HE'LL MAKE FOR 
SOUTH AMERICA FIRST 
To GET AWAY FROM 

THE FSI! 


WELL, WOULDN'T 
WORRY ABOUT IT, 
DARECEVIL! FLORIDA'S 
ALONG WAY AWAY 
FROM HERE-- 


AN? THE CHARGE 
AGAINST HIM I¢ 
STILL KIONAPING, 

YOU KNOW. _A 
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HERE FOR! 
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AN THE SPEETING TR 7| 
1S FILLEP WITH THE 
SOUNCS OF SCREAMS. 


CO AND, IF THE REPORT WAS 
CORRECT, NOT ALON Bin HE'S 
GOT THE GEETLE’ WITH HIM AS WELL! 


MAYBE IT'S BECAUSE 

I CAN'T FACE TELLING 

HER My SUSPICIONS : 

THAT HER FATHER |S-- S 
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GLADIATOR 16 NOT 
S0_EASILN TAKEN 
ADVANTAGE OF 


PUNCHING OUT MERE 
MINPLESS SIMPLETONSY 


. I REMEMBER. 
WAS THE LAST TIME I THREW fe 
YOU IN SAL, GLADOY! _ 
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ALLOW ME, FRIENT! 
AFTER 1 PUT YOUR © 
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HE BNO IT! HE RELEASEZ. 
THE OLD MAN IN ORDER TO 
s STIRUCE FREELY AT ME! 


OF A BIG MAN 
WHEN THINGS ARE 
EVENED UF, FAL! 
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SeMARUEL COMICS GROUP, 575. MADISON AVE, N.C. 10022 


Dear Marv, é , 

Beautiful! In issue # 136 you captured all the significant 
and dire reactions of arf aroused, if slightly confused, public. 
The result was another highly believable DAREDEVIL epic 
You brought us right into the midst of the crowd, where 
the mounting mob tensions concluded in a most realistic 
result. For the citizens of New York have:longlived and breathed 
the same air as the super-heroes. These extraordinary beings 
have represented almost 2 separate culture} one that has grown 
and thrived in {and above} the streets. And yet, as it is always 
difficult to break persona! morals or ‘standards, their efforts 
have embaressingly curtailed through the devious efforts of the 
Jester, said efforts fulminating in the momentary defeat of his 
arch-foe, Daredevil. Suddenly, the mob wes caught up in all the 
insanity of the moment, committing atrocities in a mad, 
unbridled frenzy. But what would you do if the President of 
the United States interrupted national television to declare 
open season on super-heroes and the police, in effect order- 
ing them to be shot down on sight? Of course, the thicker 
heads immediately responded to the somewhat suspicious 
commercials and gathered together to fight the closest “vil- 


lains.” Why? Who can sey? Possibly their frenzy was fed by: 


envy, Perhaps they, too, had a secret, inner lust to swing along 
the buildings of Manhattan, fighting for the right of their 
own minds. Perhaps that led to the formation of such fast- 
reacting vigilantes. But without warning they stopped, opened 
their eyes, and realized that they were on the verge of 
lynching what justice hed spawned...nemely Daredevit. And, 
as issue #136 yielded to #137, the Jester fell once more 
to defeat. 

Anyhow, the Jester has proved himself a most formidable 
foe throughout these past few issues. In) fact, | think his pian 
might have been pulled off.had it not been for the deep, 
inner respect that the public had-for super-doers. 

And say, john Buscema turned in a book-load of fascinsting 
art | wduidn't mind seeing John do a few more DAREDEVILs 
(especially with the enhancing inks of Jim Mooney), but I’m 
eagerly awaiting the action-packed return of Bob Brown. 

Michael Biegel 
6 Valley Lene 
Upper Saddie River, NJ 07458 

You're not alons, Mike. We're @// awaiting Bob's return to 
the of” DD drawing board, though we mbst agree that Big John 
Buscema turned in his usual dynamite job on his fill-in issues. 
\n fact, let's have a big hand for all of our fabulous fill-in artists! 
Take a bow, gents! 

ALL RIGHT, JESTER!!! 

You've gone too far this time! Not only did you mess up the 
airwaves, but you've effected the printing industry as well! 
My copy of DAREDEVIL #136 had no story or ads, just 32 
pages of pinups of you playing yo-yo with James Caan and 
Elmer Fudd! Fun is fun, but this is ridiculous! 

Christopher Blakeslee 
10107 North Wirloge 
Z Portland, OR 97231 

Weil, it could have been worse, Chris! Yourissue could have 
had reprints of MILLIE THE MODEL. in Sanskrit! Or even 
the “Long Lost Secret of Wolfman Manor!” 

Hey, this is starting to degenerate. Before we get hope- 
lessly silly, let’s move on to our next letter. { 

Dear Guys, 

You've finally hit your'stride with DAREDEVIL #136, After 
several issues of searching‘for ¢ direction, this latest Jester 
series is turning out to be the current highlight of the Marvel 
line. 


Marv, John, and Jim turned in their expected fantastic job, 
but what really. impressed me was the way DD acted in the 
story. WOW! ‘There was ‘drama. There wes humor. There wes 

* action. Gosh, | don’t know How you Marvel Madmen do it! 

Anyway, keep it up! | can’t wait’ to see the final chapter 
next month. ‘ 

And until the Silver Surfer slips off his board, make 
mine Marvel! 

Andrew Hardy 
476 12th Street 
Brooklyn, NY 11215 


HOWARD THE DUCK Weakly Campaign. Update #1 
——Waaaugh, Mr. & Ms. America end all you foiks at seal 
Welcome to the first of 5 series of fragile reports, isussd 
four times @ month by mighty Marvel; to keep you informed 
of the latest developments in our wondrous weterfoxt’s bid 
fer this nation’s highest office. Yes, no longer content to be 2 
big duck in a little pond, Howard is seeking the Presidency of 
these Untisd States! And now from the mountsins, the 
prairies, and the oceans white with toxic foam, here’s this 
week's news roundup! 

‘According to Mike, Gene, Jon, and Don at Apacte 
Books (631 S.£. Morrison, Portiand, Ore.), one of our first 
official HTD focal campaign headquarters, the Duck's drive 
for write-in votes is well underway. Howerd received three 
votes in the Oregon Primary, and at least eleven more politically 
weary souls have pledged their ballots for the November 
election if the two major parties can’t come up with anything 
more inspiring than they’ve shown us so'far. 

———Back east, here “at Marvel, endorsements are pouring 
into the office every day, mostly through the ventilator 
shaft. Perhaps the most surprising pledge of support so far 
came from Fulvio deBruize, maitre d’ at the ‘Brillo Coffee 
Shop. Fulvio intended fot his pledge to pour in, but it was 
actually sucked in—by editor Archie Goodwin, who found it 
with his straw in the vanilla malt he'd ordered ith lunch. 
Arch) was rushed to the nearest hospital on Smilin’ Stan's 
personal dogsted. He's reported recovering rapidly and threaten- 
ing to vote for Carter if this nonsense doesn’t stop at once. 

The Duck on the fssues! We asked Howerd to take a 
stand on’ pollution. Here's his reply: “Stand?! Every time | step 
outside for s trip to the cigar store, | take a we/k on pollution! 
New: York isn’t an asphalt jungie anymore. Today, even the 
asphalt is fighting for air from beneath @ carpet of broken 
glass and hamburger wrappers. That wouldn’t be so bed, 
except the air really isn’t worth fighting for! If I'm elected, 
every manufacturer of no-deposit/no-return botties will take a 
compulsory course in edvanced self-mortificstion and will be 
required by law to at every one of those jagged shards in every 
gutter in America. fll go a little éasier on the hamburger 
magnates, though—they can get off with just wearing their oily 
wrappers 4s disposeble paper suits. That’s what | call recycling!” 


Isn’t it time you threw your support to Howard's new 
species of {eadership? You cen. show the rest-of America you 
care by wearing (a) an oily Peper suit or, preferably, 
{b) the Official HTD Campaign Button! It’s yours for just 
$1.00, plus 25¢ postage and handling for each button, from 
Howard's campaign manager: STEVE GERBER, c/o. Mad 
Genius Associates, 850 Seventh Ave., Rm.806, New York, NY 
10019. (Make all checks payable to Mr. Gerber. He plans a tong 
vacation in South America after November.) More in seven days! 


